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With Time On Your Side 


Author's Notes: 
Beta by wonderful lunab5. This fic was inspired, among others, by this quote from August 2001 issue of 
\"Uncut\": 


[Baez] rejoined [1 Dylan] in \84 for an European four, on which he tried to revive old lust, \"running his hand under 
my skirt, around my knee and up my thigh\', according to her autobiography. 


Some of my memories possess the tendency to be far too vivid and treacherous; usually | only need to close 
my eyes and it's all happening again, as if | still were the other me - - | don't like this thought very much. 
Maybe | find remembering things so easy simply because l'm a poet, but it doesn't quite explain why | feel this 


way only in reference to memories concerning you. 
Or should | say, concerning us? 


| take up this trip whenever | feel lonely. | know all too well how much it will hurt me, but the craving to meet 


you is too urgent. Sometimes | think that even these days you would be delighted if you knew how confused | 
can still get because of you, Bobby. 


1963 


| hid my face in the pristine white cotton of your shirt in order to muffle my own giggles. They felt so 
improper while you retained this deadly serious face even as the most absurd things I've ever heard kept 


flowing from your mouth. Of course, on the one hand | knew you wanted me to laugh.. 
On the other hand, | could never really be sure of what we both thought you wanted. 


Later they said you had used me. Cretins. Don't we all do that? Who would resist the temptation of taking 
advantage of someone as utterly devoted as | was? If | cared what they're saying, | might also be a little 
offended because yes, | was in love, and very much so, but it doesn't mean | was utterly naive. I've always 


known that sooner or later you'd be gore. 


Even when you looked at me with this playful expression which seemed to be saying a thousand crucial words 
at once. Among them was the message informing me that yes, | had indeed received an invitation to your 


unique world 


1963, a shamelessly slop song on the radio. | asked you to dance with me, marking a seductive baritone, 
gracefully bowing and kissing your palm. To me it was yet another excuse to inhale the nicotine in your hair, 


but you really seemed to like it. Soon it became one of our habits. 
| cherished the very thought that we had habits together. 


"I love you, Bobby," | said just because | knew / could Your eyelids fluttered at my admission but other than 
that, you wouldn't acknowledge you'd heard my words, neither would you even kiss me or pull me closer. A few 


hours later, as you lay in my arms, | finally forgot how much | wanted you to say it back. 
The next day, just as we were about to get on stage, all of a sudden | heard: "Love you too, Joan". Really, | 
should have expected you to choose the most inappropriate moment possible. It's not so easy to go and give a 


good performance with an idiot smile and a mortifying blush burning upon your face. 


"| love you," you said another time in a dressing room and | embraced you trying to lift you up in my arms, | 


had to give up though. 


"Boy, you're heavy," | groaned half-jokingly and you immediately looked a little offended; | knew you just couldn't 


help it - your touchiness was ingrained and | was bound to love it along with everything else. 


"C'mon, play me something," | said pulling at your sleeve, trying to cheer you up again. 


We sat on the edge of a rusty camp-bed, you took the guitar and proceeded to amuse me with the most 
surreal and obscene makeshift ballade I've ever heard. How | wish someone had recorded you because | don't 
think you ever performed that song again. Or had performed before for that matter. Bob Dylan, The Lost 
Songs, Volume One. 

"You liked that?" you asked when you were finished and | was nearly in tears. 

"MmikemmitBob," | murmured into your arm. 


"Good. I'll include it on my next album then. | think I'm gonna call it ‘To Joan’, both the song and the album." 


"Mmmidiot." 


1965 

The most intense of my scattered scraps. Everything which came later consists only of derivative splinters 
because there is no thing in this world more painful than the cold process of waking up. After its finished, you 
can try to adjust and maybe even live again, but the very moment of realization is probably a little like dying; 


except it brings less relief. 


| lay in my bed, my fingers entwined in curls of an embarrassingly young (not just in terms of age) boy who 
was most definitely not you. | was desperate to offer us both any form of comfort but | kept failing. 


"Joan... Joanie.." 

"Shh, Dono. Hush. We've got a lot of time. No need to hurry." 

"Please." 

"Yog?" 

"You have to show me.. The way you want to be touched, the way he touches you." 


"Sweetheart, we are not talking about him. | thought we both agreed on that. You mention him one more time 


and I'll kick you out." 


| was feeling horribly sorry for him. His face so desperately red, his actions unbelievably awkward and random 
while he did his best to appear as if it was me he really wanted. It might have been his first lesson about 
self-deception and the only thing that could make it easier for him was the only one | couldn't do. 


How | wished | had refused him earlier, | hadn't reciprocated his inept kisses, but it was all too late. And the 
worst part was, he was probably regretting exactly the same thing. 


Finally he let out a shrill hiss and | stroked his back. "Don't you dare think of him," suddenly | thought with 
ardent hostility which surprised even myself. "Imagine you're with someone else, whomever you choose, but 


not with him. You poor, poor thing. 


| couldn't admit it just then that we both couldn't have what we wanted - and it was so much more than what 
we tried to give each other - he, probably never, me, not anymore. The wounds were too fresh and the hope 


still convulsing; only now can | acknowledge all that. 


But | still refuse to admit you were in that bed with us. 


1984 


Its not like you had no right to touch me. You've always had, you always will. But you had absolutely no right 
to look at me the way you did. 


It was more humiliating than anything you've ever done to me. | always tried to avoid blaming you even when 
you announced our first break-up by making Sara open the door to your apartment. But this was like a stab in 
the back. For the first time your eyes told me that to you | had no value as a person 


Not a single word, just your too-familiar hand suddenly becoming strange, pathetic and disgusting. Suddenly so 
easy to repel, lke it had never been before. | stood up. 


"Bob, I'm leaving the tour." 


Maybe if not for the pain burning in my chest | would have better appreciated the idiotic expression on your 
face. But | didn't want to look at you and | did not look back Not that you were calling for me, of course you 


were not. 


It might have been the only night in my life when | really hated you. You were completely pissed, | forgave you 


soon, sometimes | even wish it was a harder task. 


But it still hurts. And | still have to fight in order to avoid drawing any disastrous conclusions from that night. 
What makes me ache most is the thought they really could destroy something; | want my colorful postcards 


to remain untouched, whatever the price. 
And now l'm looking some at them. Me laughing in your arm in 1963, me fighting the thoughts of you in 1965, 
me pushing away your hand in 1184. The pain mingles with the laughter until | can't tell them apart any longer. 


Pouring over these pictures and feelings is what | do. Yet another inventory is over, but once again you are 


not there. Bobby, I'm with you: in 1963, in 1184, damn, even in the lousy 1965; | am always with you but you are 


not there. 


It only comes in the darkest of nights, but when it does, | feel it right down to the bone: the piercing fear that 


maybe you never really were. 


